
his wound. In losing him we have lost a good 
and faithful officer, and one who was loved and 
respected by both officers and men—especially 
those of his own company, who were greatly 
attached to him. We deeply sympathize with 
his aged and widowed mother in this her hour 
of sorrow and affliction. 

I also learn of the death of Joseph Larue, of 
Company H, and late of the 13th Regiment, who 
died of wounds received in the late battle. 

Approaching darkness compels me to close. 
I will drop you a line from our next halting 

place. Yours, &c., TRUE BLUE. 

A Letter from Smith, the "Razor Strop 
Man." 

We are indebted to Mr. JOHN CHAPMAN for 

permission to copy the following characteristic 
letter from Mr. SMITH, the famous "Razor 
Strop Man," who is a member of the 140th Reg
iment. Mr. SMITH has acted as a hospital nurse 
almost all the time since the regiment went into 
the field. He was wounded in the second day's 
fight at Gettysburg: 

U. S, HOSPITAL, FOUR MILES FROM 
GETTYSBURG, Pa., July 13. 

We have had some terrible marches for the 
last ten days, in all of which, to my surprise, I 
found myself up to the work, not having fallen 
out in all the marches. I carried a very heavy 
load; I may say that very few in the regiment 
carried more. My health has been very good. 

On Thursday, July 3, our regiment went into 
the battle. I was with the Doctor. He keeps 
close to the regiment, and just as they 
met the enemy, the bullets flew around 
us very thick, so we fell behind the 
rocks and called on them to shelter 
us. We staid a short time when the rest 
of the doctor's party fell back further to the 
rear and established a hospital. I was left alone. 
As soon as I saw this I came from behind the 
rocks to go to them, when a ball struck me on 
the outside of the right leg, just below the 
knee. Two men carried me off the field. We 
met a doctor who examined and probed the 
wound, and said I should not lose my leg. 
They got me to a house. Here another doctor 
probed the wound, and felt the ball; tried 
to get it out with his instruments but 
could not; said I must take chloro
form. At dark I was put into an 

ambulance and taken to a hospital. Here 
another Doctor probed my wound with his 
fingers, and told me I should not lose my leg; 
said he would take out the ball for me in the 
morning. The morning came another Doctor; 
saw my wound; probed it with his fingers, and 
said I should not lose my leg, &c. I have seen 
the Doctor a number of times since, who said 
he would take it (the bail) out for me. He tells 
me I shall be attended to, but it is eleven days 
since I was wounded, and the ball is not taken 
out yet. 

There are three poor young fellows close by 
me who were wounded on the second, and the 
balls are in yet. Their names are Geo. Chap
man, Co. G, aged 21 years; Wm. Marks, Co. E; 
Woodruff Brown, Co. I, aged 19—all wounded 
on the 2d of July. Now, my friend, I read 
in the paper this morning that Gover-
nor Curtin had been offered a number 
of surgeons and he said he was told we had 
enough. Now is it better that our bullets should 
remain in or that they should be out? Com-



mon sense says out. Then one would think he 
would send us more doctors, for if three young 
men and myself are here suffering under my 
eyes, how many must there be among the many 
thousands of wounded that are lying in the 
hospitals of this neighborhood? We had 85 
men wounded in the 140th, and no doctors be-
longing to the regiment to look alter them. 
The doctor of the 140th Regiment has done 
all in his power for the boys. His 
name is Flanders, from Rome, New York. 

I see by the Rochester papers a large quantity 
of things have been sent to the sick—such as 

eggs, butter, jellies, soft crackers, &c. I will 
tell you what we have had extra: 1 egg, 1 lemon, 
2 slices of bread and butter, a small quantity of 
chicken soup, one mouthful of chicken, and your 
mouth must not be large at that. I could have 
taken a little more in my mouth. The paper 
stated 100,000 eggs had been sent. The ques
tion is, where are the eggs, or does the paper 
lie? We have had a loaf of bread each to-day. 
There are 20 wounded left here in this hospital. 
The rest are dead or taken to some other hospi-
tal. Those who could walk to the depot have 
been sent to Baltimore, and then distribut-
ed to the different hospitals, where they 
have accomodations. For myself, I have 
to be carried when I move. How long we shall 
have to remain here God only knows. I feel in 
good spirits, but I do not like the treatment. 
The hospital where I was, on the 3d, was shelled, 
and one man close to me was killed. This was 
bad business. 

I think I hear you saying, "Are you not sick 
of the war, SMITH?" I will tell you. I wish, 
with all my heart, the war was over, but I would 
not take my discharge if I could get i t ; and if I 
was ABRAHAM LINCOLN, I would not give them 
one pin's point more than he has offered them. 

I love the country. I have always been well 
treated, and if I am not worth a cent, it isn't 
the country's fault. 

I have to take morphine every few hours to 
ease my pains and give me sleep. If the ball 
was out I believe the pain would leave me. [I 

have to leave off writing and search my bed. I 
find five vermin. I feel better now, as I have 
slain the rebels.] You spoke when you last 
wrote, of my getting a better position. I thank 
my good friends, but I want no better position. 
I love to take by the hand a man whom I have 
helped when sick but is now well. I t is better 
to be a nurse in a regiment, and be able to fill it 
properly, than to be a General in the field and 
not fit for the position. 

There is a man with butter, eggs, onions and 
radishes, at very moderate prices. This makes 
the boys feel good, after paying such prices to 
the sutlers. There were five of us that enlisted 
together in Rochester, at your house, and there 
is now only Benedict left with the regiment. 
The rest are either wounded, or discharged on 
account of sickness. When the 140th left Roch
ester, we numbered 950 men—since that time 
we have taken 75 from the old 13th, and now as 
true as you live, we cannot muster for service 
more than 350 men. This is a high figure. 
About one year ago, if you spoke of negro 
soldiers, some white men would be almost 
ready to knock you down. But mark what I 
say—you ask a white man now about negroes 
fighting, and you find him on the side of letting 
them fight. 

I must tell you what kind of folks we came 
across. I went into a house in Maryland, saw 
some fresh rolls; small ones. I asked the 
woman how much for six. She said twenty-five 
cents, which was very high. I went out and 



returned to get six more for Benedict. The 
woman said she could not sell any more for that 
price—she must have fifty cents. Did such a 
one have the love of country at heart, or the 
dollars? I saw men that said that the damned 
rebels had stolen horses, money, &c. Then, 
says I, "Will you fight to help drive them 
back?" "No." Then says I, "Will you help 
us on to fight for the Union?" "No. All we 
want is our horses," &c. 

I have had some good fun when marching 
making speeches to the boys. What is the use 
of feeling sad? My good friend, how often I 
have wished I was a good Christian man, so 
that I could talk to the boys. There is no place 
in the world where a good man could be of 
more service than in the army. I mean a good 
man in all his acts, and here let me tell you, 
there is no place where a man can do more hurt. 
Take, for instance, a cold, luke-warm, whisky-
drinking minister—for the sinner knows it and 
despises him, though he is a whisky drinker 
himself. 

We have lost severely since the battle com
menced—I mean those who have died of their 
wounds since taken to the hospitals. I can feel 
and shed tears with widows, fathers and sisters 
of the poor fellows I have seen die around me. 
Your sorrow is my sorrow, your joy is my joy. 
May God bless their poor mothers, and may 
God, in His goodness, help them to bear the 
burthen. There are some bright lights for you. 

They died true patriots of their country, not 
traitors; but trying to sustain the best and 
most humane government on earth. 
Please direct your letters to Henry Smith, 
"Razor Strop Man," 5th Corps, 2d Division, 
3d Brigade, United States Hospital, Gettysburg, 

Penn. From yours, ever truly, 
HENRY SMITH. 

PENSION AGENCY OF ALFRED G. MUDGE. 
—The following claims for pension have been 

admitted and certificates received this day, 
viz: 

George Hartman, late a private in Co. D, 
140th Regiment New York Vulunteers—full 
pension. 

Michael Toal, late a private in Co. D, 13th 
Reg. New York Vols.—full pension. 

ALFRED G. MUDGE, 
Office at Court House. 

The Late Col. O'Rorke. 

We have received from the 140th Regiment 
the following preamble and resolutions, adopt
ed by the officers of that regiment, in relation 
to their late commander, the lamented Col. O'-
Rorke: 

HEAD QUARTERS, 140TH N. Y. VOL., 
July 15th, 1863. 

The following resolution was adopted by the 
officers of the 140th N. Y. Vols., on the day of 
the above date: 

Whereas, Our Colonel, P. H. O'Rorke, was 
killed on the 2d day of July last, at the battle 
of Gettysburg, Pa., while gallantly leading his 
regiment into action, therefore, 

Resolved, That in the death of our Colonel 
this regiment has sustained an irreparable loss, 
and the service one of its most devoted and ac
complished officers. He came to us a compara
tive stranger, but by his distinguished military 
bearing, the firm and decided character he dis
played in the performance of duty, and by the 
continued exhibition of those qualities which 
make the thorough gentleman, which arouse es
teem and beget friendship, he immediately won 



our respect, which soon ripened into unbound
d confidence, love and devotion. As a soldier 
he was the pride and glory of the regiment. At 
the battle of Chancellorsville, while in command 
of the brigade, he seemed to choose the most ex-
posed position as a point of observation, and by 
a remarkable display of bravery he nerved and 
strengthened us all. And when his clear and 
musical voice came down that battle line, every 
man obeyed the command with an alacrity 
which confidence in, and devotion to their lea-
der could alone effect. 

And we shall ever remember his conduct on 
the fatal field of Gettysburgh, when plunging 
forward into the thickest of the battle he called 
upon his command to follow. Such noble dar-
ing, such heroic action as he then exhibited, 
must linger in the memory of every observer, 
and fill with admiration all true and loyal 
breasts. 

Aside from those military virtues which have 
so won our regard, he possessed qualities which 
attracted all who were thrown into his society. 
His uniform courtesy, his modesty of demeanor 
were marked by all who knew him. And that 
practical knowledge which was so surprising in 
one so young, expressed with a peculiar rich
ness of language, made him our acknowledged 
head in every particular. 

When off duty, he formed the centre and at-
traction of our social circle; and when, after 
the fatigues of a wearisome march, we gathered 
in the dusk of evening around his camp fire, We 
were ever confident of a hearty greeting, ever 
sure of a happy meeting. We lament, then, the 
death of him who was not only a brave and effi
cient officer, but our mutual friend and com-
panion. 

No nobler sacrifice has been made upon our 
country's altar, and "while the tree of freedom 
puts forth a single shoot to his name, a garland 
we shall weave," and keep green his memory in 
our hearts forever. 

—Also the following preamble and resolution, 
adopted by the same organization with refer
ence to the late Lieut. McGraw, who also fell at 
the battle of Gettysburg. 

CAMP OF THE 140TH N. Y. V., 
July 15th, 1863. 

At a meeting of the officers of the 140th Regt. 
N. Y. V., the following resolutions were unani
mously adopted: 

Whereas, It has pleased Almighty God to re
move from our midst our late companion and 
associate Lieut. Hugh McGraw, who died of 
wounds received at the late battle of Gettys
burg, Pa., while in the faithful performance of 
his duty; therefore, 

Resolved, That while we bow in submission 
to the Divine Will of our Heavenly Father, we, 
deeply and earnestly deplore the loss of one 
who, from his social qualities, his gentlemanly 
bearing, and the faithful manner in which he 
performed the arduous duty imposed upon him, 
has won the respect and admiration of both offi
cers and men of this regiment, and his loss to 
us is an irreparable one. 

Resolved, That we deeply sympathise with 
his aged and widowed mother in her declining 
years, and most earnestly pray that God will 
shield and protect her in this her hour of sor
row and bereavement, and aid her to bear up 
under the sad loss which she has sustained by 
the death of a noble and dutiful son. 

FROM THE 140TH REGIMENT. 

The Pursuit of Lee--The Fatigues of 

the March--The Boys Waiting for the 
Drafted Men----Resolutions on the 
Death of Col. O'Rorke. 

From our own Correspondent. 
HEADQUARTERS 140TH REGIMENT, CAMP 

Near UPPERVILLE, VIRGINIA, 
July 21st, 1863. 

Dear Express:—On the 24th of June we 
crossed the Potomac, bidding a farewell to old 
Virginia, and expressing a hope that it would 
not be necessary for us to ever return to that 
State, as we had seen about all we wished to of 
it; but here we are again, after traveling several 


